Of course, she had not paid for the files. She never, ever paid for anything. A child 
in an adult bodie, who assumed knowledge through her pelvic ganglia, she didn't 
think. 


She never paid. Crime never paid. And she was a criminal, lurking about, who 
enjoyed her criminal activities. 


She was a perp. She knew it. However, she'd been up to this for most of her life, 
and she did not want to stop. 


She was addicted to stolen assets, she was addicted to the filth she espoused, she 
had a brain disease that kept her from thinking anymore. 


She walked into the victims house and strode confidently towards the computer 
expecting to find files, and slammed her fist into the desk when she found none. 


Her fist bled a bit at the knuckles, her necklace came unsnapped, the beads fell all 
over the floor, sparkling, rolling along like little pachinko balls. 


What was wrong with having someone else do her homework for her - after all, she 
was entitled. 


She - a princess, the world - hers. Her oyster was the world with all of its pearls, and 
today it had denied her of her right to have it all. 


Well or not, she entertained the idea of being everything to everyone, and did make 
the brave attempt to be there. 


It was her show, how dare anyone interrupt her at her show on her turf in her terrain 
in her domain? 


Look, she was the real deal, the real girl, she had lived where she had lived as she 
had lived and she deserved to be a princess - everyday! 


That thing was supposed to be her groupie, her lackey, her toadie, and do her 
homework for her, as well as her work when she deigned to appear. 


It was her fantasy life of a fantasy world, and she, the fantasy creature of eternal, 
transformational beauty was busy in the transformational process of life. 


She felt as if it was her thought, her energy, her blood in the written works on the 
pages that were inside of the computer files, and she wanted them all for herself. 


She wasn't being greedy, she just wanted her stunt double who did all the menial 
tasks for her to keep on doing things her way. 


She liked having things done her way, after all, her way was the special way, and 
she had special needs. Everyone else wrote everything for her. 


Most of her other personalities had people who announced, boldly these things, 
however, not this personality. She was big, bad, bold and well-financed. She liked 
that. 


